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“Our lives submit to archaeol- 
ogy.” —John Updike, in “Haro Is 
Plowing Now.” 


They do. College life thrives, 
and isa disaster on solid earth. Inthe 
mass below usare artifacts, and they 
invite our excavation. Topsoils give 
way to the shovel, or pick, and we 
find deposits from former years. 
Sometimes we forget what our ante- 
cedents are. We forget they are bur- 
ied in the ground. 

When I look over what I’ve 
uncovered, I see the pencils and ra- 
Zors, the newspapers, poems and 
ancient texts, the student items that 
intimate I will soon find an afghan or 
tapestry a little further down. I can 
expect a John Coltrane with dirt on 
his face. I look for meanings in all 
this, like I’ve been taught. I’m want- 
ing some kind of theme. Finding 
only a shape and dissonance sug- 
gested by something further down, 
there is nothing else to do, but dig. A 
wool sock turns up, a lazy sombrero. 
A phone number survives ona white 
receipt. With aturnofthe pick, I find 
a thesis statement, and dirt held 
together by-aging styling gel. 

If I were an archaeologist, I 
might understand. more about the 
author or the inclination of these 
things. As it is, Ican only catalogue, 
and discard. I know there is some- 
thing beneath these heavy layers of 
sediments, the various strata of 
minerals that smell like men’s col- 
ogne, overdue slips and ticket stubs. 
And then, finally, my metal hits 
hardwood, and I uncover what is at 
the bottom of all this, what will give 
theme and shape to the more recent 
artifacts, what isthe first evidence of 
civilization. I kneel down and with 
my toothbrush I uncover a wooden 
leg. 

__ It comes from a night in St. 
George, with my grandparents in 


Editor's Note: 
Archaeology 


STENT RATT 


their little motor home. When I am 
twenty-one, when I fall asleep in 
front of their TV set. My grand- 
mother wakes me and leads me into 
a bedroom, and I lean on her shoul- 
der. She is over six feet tall and 
stands straight and solid. She laysa 
heavy hand over my chest. 
Grandfather’s hands are wider. He 
has bigger hands. Heis by the TV set 
reading a book about pioneers. He 
looks restless, like he wants to repair 
something. 

Sometime that night I hear 
someone nudging my door open. It 
is grandfather, crawling. When I 
hear the pad of his knee and his 
palms on the rug, I feel the motor 
home move on its foundations. His 
false leg is off, and I imagine him 
straightening up, leaning againstthe 
wall, and adjusting a bookcase, or a 
dresser full of big, oversized clothes. 
I can see him carrying farm machin- 
ery around on his back. He crawls 
into the bathroom and I fall asleep. 

I say goodbye to my grandpar- 
ents the nextday. Out the back win- 
dow of the '73 Chevy I see their 
heavy hands over each other’s 
shoulders, their feet standing solidly 
on the pavement. My grandfather 
holds an auto part in his free hand, 
and is leaning into grandmother, on 
his wooden leg. 

I drive the Chevy away, an 
give it back to my brother. He’s out 
of school now, but he still has that 
Chevy. He tells me these days he 
wants to buy some land.and learn 
how to grow crops, like grandfather 
did. I tell him he’s crazy, but I know 
he’s not, that I'll be doing something 
my grandfather. did, sometime, 
crawling, farming, or repairing. 
Digging tells me this. 


Gary Burgess 
Editor-in-Chief 


ya, woman! 


Keep it up, guys. You're wacky. 


neither angry, nor violent. 


eTimmy — you should have 
“taken the plane without permis- 
sion!” Ha Ha — see you soon, 
honey. Love always, Carrie 
eTo the turdy-facy 291 Kingdom- 
Ongontheow perplexes the 
mind of the fair sex, namely the 
Wife of Bath, by saying such things 
as “Radix malorum homo fuge est 
Lente lent noctic equis,” but the 
Wife of Bath doesn’t like On- 
gontheow or any Scyding for that 
matter. Instead, she is looking fora 
libidinous swine like Jack Donne 
or Androgeno (not Castrone), but 
it is hard to say who allegorically 
represents Holiness because 
Spenser wrote terrible prose in the 


staff notes 


Welcome back to Stacy Da Grade who has been busy sending her 
husband off to the MTC. She will now officially be an ad rep. We love 


¢Thanks to Russell Wrankel and Steve Olpin for their hard work — 


Thanks to Brian Kubarycz for his excellent cover art last week: it was 


Personals 


L.A. PAGES. This is all to teach us to 
avoid the seven deadly sins, kill 
Errour, and remember that Death is 
Inevitable. Abounding in hyper- 
bole, The Egg Woman 
eThanks to my roommates for al- 
ways taking such long messages for 
me. C. Jew 
eElder Smith, Omati Kudasai? 
Narahodo! Good Luck and Just 
Remember... 
To Will Burgess: 
Happy, Happy Birthday Willy dear. 
Happy days will come to you all 
year. If we had a wish then it would 
be... Love, the 111th ward. 
¢To Aaron Moss and Lane Lewis: 
Here's to the best gals...whoops! I 
mean guys I've ever known. 

-Anita Bryant 


March 8, 1989 


Shoot for Terrestrial 


Dear Editor, 


For some twenty years now I have 
brought my Rexburg perspective to 
the readers of Dialogue, A Journal of 
Mormon Thought. After reading your 
liberal rag, I’ve been trying to figure 
out how to save your readers from 
the fires of hell; I’ve concluded that 
what you need is to adopt realistic 
ultimate expectations. 

I can’t understand why someone 
in the Church didn’t think of this 
before. Everyone is told to strive for 
Celestial, whenit’s really out of reach 
of many L.D.S. people, such as the 
readers of your newspaper, for ex- 
ample. It’s a little like holding out the 
prospect of attending the academi- 
cally prestigious Brigham Young 
University to high school students 
from Blackfoot and Malad City (ev- 
eryone knows that Ricks is about as 
much as they can handle). SoI urge 
you to shoot for Terrestrial. - 

Before moving ahead, though, I 
should say that some folks from the 
potato state fool us, such as movie 
star Helen Koford, who went from 
Eastern Idaho to Hollywood, chang- 
ing her name first to Jan Ford then to 
Terry Moore (she’s the girl who 
claimed to have been married to 
Howard Hughes). Also there's 
B.Y.U. English professor G. Eugene 
England, who of course did not at- 
tend the “Y” as a student, but who 
managed to acquire a partial educa- 


tion at the University of Utah and 
Stanford, which barely qualified 
him to join your elite faculty. 

But back to the heavens: Going to 
Terrestrial won't beallthat bad! The 
great and honorable men and 
women of the earth will be there, 
except for those headed for Celes- 
tial; and I havea hunch many of the 
latter will opt to join the former once 
they get a good look at the people in 
crowd Numero Uno. 

Some of the people who read this 
newspaper are those returned mis- 
sionaries who hoped their girlfriend 
would wait forthem. Well, at least 
that was their hope for half their 
mission. .Then they hoped she 
wouldn’t wait. Rejoice! In Terres- 
trial you won't be tied down either 
to her or to anyone else! 

In my forthcoming book, Rustin 
Kaufman Explains the Gospel, 1 am 
recommending that the Church 
adopt a more impressive excommu- 
nication ceremony, and televise it 
worldwide, to build upon the reve- 
nues the Choir brings in, to the end 
that the Church will have ample 
funds to operate once more and 
more of you can cut back on your 
tithes. 

Rustin Kaufman 


Be grateful you don't get mail like 
this. ty 


A Problem in Econ 110 : 


Dear Editor, 

I decided that it is time for me to 
inform the students of BYU about 
another problem, similar to the prob- 
lem the Math Department had with 
Math 110. I had been told ona school 
sponsored tour of campus before I 
ever attended BYU that economic 
classes were used to screen students 
that wanted to enter the business 
school. I didn’t care then, because I 
was going into chemistry. 

Three years after enrolling at 
BYU, I faced finding a social science 


| class to fill some GE requirements. 


Econ 110 seemed like an appropriate 
choice, and I added the class. Too 
late I realized what a mistake I had 
made. Mean scores for the test 
averaged around 50%, and the me- 
dian was probably lower than that. 
A friend and I tried to talk to the 
teacher during his office hours, but 
he only allowed five minutes, even 
though no other people wanted to 
talkto him. Hesaid that he wouldn’t 
answer all of our questions, referred 
ustothe TAs, and told us not tocome 
back. He seemed proud to hear that 
he could make a test that so many 
students could fail. 

We went to the TAs, but they 
couldn’t answer our questions ei- 
ther. They said the same thing we 
said about the test questions, “Well, 
this is the answer, but he probably 
wants that.” Great, we get.to play 


“guess what the professor is think- 
ing” game. We didn’t. We went to 
the chairman of the department, 
who admitted that there was a prob- 
lem with Econ 110 and said that we 
weren’t the first to complain. He 
told us that he couldn’t do anything 
about it and that it was similar to the 
problem that the math department 
had. His committee had already 
discussed it. He denied that Econ 
110 was a screening class. 
Meanwhile, 450 students suf- 
fered in Mr. Lueck’s class, both from 
the teacher, and the pace of theclass. 


If he can’t treat his students de- — 


cently, why should we live with his 
“chip on the shoulder” attitude? 

I didn’t learn a lot in the class 
about economics and my score 
(38%) on the final supports that; in 
fact none of my test scores were 
above 52%, yet I still received a C- 
out of the class. I’m not dumb, I 
earned five A/A-'s that semester, 
two of which were from other GE 
classes. BYU is a great school, but it 
isn’t perfect. Sure, I’m acomplainer, 
but if no one complained we might 


_ still have cockroaches in the Cou- 


gareat! Criticism must be used con- 
structively. Now let’S see the Eco- 
nomics Department make some 


progress with this problem. 


Paul Hammer 


UPB 


March 8, 1989 


STUDENT ARATE I 


page 3 


From Sisters to Colleagues: 
A History of Sexism in the BYU 


by Eric Wilson 


Addressing the annual University 
Conference in 1980, BYU President 
Holland stated, “I intend to give 
women every opportunity for edu- 
cation and growthand development 
and administration and research 
and salary and promotion that is 
made available to men, each accord- 
ing to his or her merit and desire. 
That seems so self-evident and mor- 
ally obvious that it seems absolutely 
needless to have to say." 

But what seems so morally obvi- 
ous to Holland is hardly obvious 
when we examine the treatment of 
female faculty members at BYU 
from a historical perspective. 

There have always been women 

on the faculty at BYU, as there were 
in the early days when the Brigham 
Young Academy was under the 
leadership of principal Karl Maeser. 
But Maeser’s policy Was to allow 
women to teach only needlework, 
cooking, and music. Indeed, it was 
not until the appointment of Alice 
Louise Reynolds to teach English 
literature in 1911 that women were 
allowed to teach outside the domes- 
tic arts. 

But policies have existed not only 
to keep women from teaching in 
certain areas, but also to keep them 
from teaching at all. In 1959 Presi- 
dent David O. McKay suggested to 
university president Ernest Wilkin- 
son that BYU employ no women “of 
childbearing age, [or]...even after 
that time.” And as late as 1971 the 
Board of Trustees adopted a policy 
of not hiring mothers with small 
children and of replacing "where 
possible working mothers that are 
presently employed.” 

As pressures increased to comply 


Faculty 


with the civil rights legislation mak- 
ing sex discrimination ‘illegal, the 
Board reversed in 1972 its position of 
not hiring mothers. And in May of 
1973, the Board issued the following 
statement: 


Our counsel that mothers should not 
be employed outside the home except in 
extraordinary circumstances is not con- 
trary to the laws [ie., equal opportunity] 
mentioned, since these teachings con- 
cern matters of belief on which we are 
content to teach the membership correct 
principles and let them govern them- 
selves. Since the law does concern the 
action of employers, the administrators 
of our church schools, colleges, and uni- 
versity, in all actions on the hiring, pro- 
motion, and compensation of women, 
should scrupulously observe the re- 
quirements of the law. 


Although the Board’s statement 
signified a dramatic change in pol- 
icy, it is unclear whether it reflected 
a significant change in attitude to- 
ward women. 

It is easy to forget how dramati- 
cally attitudes towards women, es- 
pecially women in academia, have 
changed over the past century. A 
recent letter to the Daily Universe by 
E. Taylor (whoever he/she may be) 
condemning the candidacy of Mi- 
chael-AnnPinney for BYU President 
caused a furor among students and 
faculty (although many brushed it 
off as a poor attempt at satire or a 
clever political ploy to incite female 
support for Pinney’s candidacy). 
But in 1960, when Diane Hatch ran 
for ASBYU President, several stu- 
dents and faculty publicly ques- 
tioned the propriety of a women 
running for president since she did 
not hold the priesthood. 


| tn 
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' Sexist sentiments have been fre- 
quently expressed in public over the 
history of BYU. Early academy ora- 
tors debated the resolution “that 
woman’s intellect is inferior to 
man’s.” And in the early 1950’s 
members of the Tausig fraternity 
sponsored a Christmas social at 


‘which members had their pictures 


taken with their dates wearing dog 
collars and leashes. Even the annual 
Women’s Week, first sponsored by 


the ASBYU Women’s Office, did 


little, initially, to combat sexist atti- 
tudes. The first Women’s Week in 
1953, for instance, was entitled “Eve 
through the Eons,” and its highlight 
was a fashion show, a far cry from 
the serious agendas of current 
Women’s Weeks. 

The excitement caused by the 
women’s movement and the Equal 
Rights Amendment also found its 
way to BYU. Some Mormons, 
knowing that prominent LDS 
women had always been at the fore- 
front of the women’s movement, 
struggled with the First Presidency 
statement in 1976 opposing the ERA. 
The Church’s opposition to the ERA 
led many, according to one BYU 
feminist, to unfairly label the many 
faithful women who.were involved 
in the women’s movement, includ- 
ing those who openly accepted the 
Church’s position. Such labeling 
and condescending attitudes, for in- 


stance, can be seen in the statements _ 


of religion professor Rodney Turner. 
In 1982 he referred to the women’s 
movement asa “petversion of God’s 
goals for his daughters,” and in his 
famous 1966 “Doormat Speech,” 
Turner quoted the following rhyme: 


Women are doormats and have 
been 

The years those mats applaud— 
They keep their men from going in 
With muddy feet to God. 


The most significant changes in 
correcting discriminatory policies 
and attitudes at BYU came with the 
appointment in 1971 of University 
president Dallin H. Oakes, who had 
been a prominent University of Chi- 
cago Law School professor and the- 
son ofa strong-willed single mother. 

Under Oakes’ administration, the 
University attempted to” comply 
with the 1972 Federal Education 
Amendments Act, which caused the 
University to examine school poli- 
cies affecting women. An adminis- 
trative advisory committee reported 
that nearly one-fourth of all women 
employees felt they had been dis- 
criminated against. The administra- 
tion subsequently initiated affirma- 
tive action policies and set out to 
equalize the salaries female employ- 


Please see Sexism on back page 


Cows Pollute 


Dear Editor, ; 

I’m glad to see someone is finally 
taking the air pollution problem in 
Utah County seriously. It’s great to 
see the students and faculty of BYU 
and the citizens of Utah County get- 
ting involved. With all this support, 
the government has to come around 
sooner or later. Some believe it al- 
ready has. Ina recent press confer- 
ence, County Commissioner Brent 
Morris was quoted as being 
“ashamed” and “embarrassed” 
about the problem, as he well should 
be. County Commissioner Sid 
Sandburg and the hypocrites at the 
Utah State Department of Health 
should be equally embarrassed and 
ashamed. While they all peel the egg 
off their faces, allow me to explain. 

I work the graveyard shift at a 
company in Springville, and my job 
requires me to be outdoors. Several 
months,ago, I began noticing a burn- 
ing sensation in my throat and short- 
ness of breath whenever I was out- 
side between midnight and 5 a. It 
all seemed to be caused by a very 
obnoxious odor which I later found 
was produced at the nearby Pacific 
States Cast Iron Pipe Company. It 
seems that pollution control equip- 
ment costs money to operate, and 
Pacific States found it much more 
profitable to turn off the equipment 
after dark when nobody could see 
the billowing clouds of smoke. 
“Why not?” they must have thought. 
“The EPA isn’t going to get out of 
bed to come take air samples at 3 
A.M.” 

When I found the pollution was 
preventing me from doing my job, I 
decided to lower the boom. That's 
right, I called the Utah State Depart- 
ment of Health’s “Environmental 
Emergency Number.” I gota record- 
ing. I then called the “Really Bad 
Environmental Emergency Num- 
ber” given onthe recording and I got 
an answering service. I left a mes- 
sage. After four more days of chok- 
ing and four more calls, I finally got 
someone to listen to me, with the 
promise that he would get to the 
bottom of the matter and call me 
back. Right. I never heard from him 
again. 

Judging from this example, we 
should all feel indebted to County 
Commissioner Sid Sandburg. He 
had the guts to quit ignoring the 
problem and do something about it. 
He placed the blame. On whom? On 
Utah County’ favorite scapegoats, of 
course. The pollution problem in 
Utah County is now officially the 
fault of the BYU students. After all, 
they’re not even from this county. 

But Sid didn’t just blame us, he 
proposed a course of action to cor- 
rect our wrong doing. His modest 


proposal reminded me ofa word by 
Jonathan Swift of the same title. 
Both are equal in absurdity. Sid 
wants to institute mandatory emis- 
sions testing for all vehicles of stu- 
dents attending BYU, regardless of 
whether they have parking per- 
mits. “Why take on a powerful 
steel giant when I can blame a 
bunch of dumb college kids?” he 
must have thought. 

Well, I wholeheartedly agree 
and, I too, have a modest proposal, 
which is equally absurd. A recent 
study at Colorado State University 
has shown that the average cow 
produces between 200 and 400 
quarts of explosive, malodorous 
methane per day. The BYU dairy 
owns 752 cows which must there- 
fore produce about 300,000 quarts 
of methane daily. That’s more than 
my car. Furthermore, the same 
study linked methane gas with the 
breakdown of the ozone layer, 
which should be particularly im- 
portant to Utah state officials be- 
cause if the ozone breaks down and 
the earth heats up, they can kiss all 
the tourist ski dollars goodbye. 
Since Sid wants to address “all 
parts of the problem,” he should 
look into this one. Instead of chas- 
ing around the eleven zoobies that 
still don’t have parking permits, 
why not make the cows undergo 
emissions testing? 

Everybody would be satisfied, 
the steel companies could still de- 
stroy the environment, the county 
could still blame BYU, and the ad- 
ministration could still raise our 
tuition (to pay for emission control 
equipment for all those cows... .). 

So to the faculty and staff of BYU 
along with the community, get in- 
volved! Write an official. Leave a 
message. Startinhaling again. And 
thanks to those who already have. 

And to Geneva Steel, maybe you 
own the politicians, but you don’t 
own the citizens. A $50,000 dona- 
tion to the Fourth of July celebra- 
tion is certainly appreciated, but it 
won't buy you a good-guy image. 
The polluted air tarnishes your 
white hats faster than you can buy 
new ones. 

And to Sid Sandburg, Brent Mor- 
ris, and the Utah State Department 
of Health, if you intend to continue 
wasting time with useless propos- 
als, [hope you'll consider mine. It’s 
better than yours. If you disagree, 
please call my emergency number 
and leavea message. I’ll get back to 
you. 


Sincerely, 
Adrian Larsen 


Good Issue 


Dear Editor, 


I thought your March 1st issue was the best to date. What made it 
“great was the humor (e.g. “Vulture Marketing,” “Stop, Stop? Stop!”). 


Brian Stutzman 
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Telly’s Pleasure Palace 


by Jennifer Adams and Jason Gardner 


You are taking a nice midday 
stroll about campus. Your cultural 
intuition informs you that you are 
approaching a mecca of cultural 
valueand the feeling gets strongeras 
you approach Heritage Halls. Your 
compassal guidance leads you to A. 
Richards Hall and into apartment 
104. 

By now your value scale has shot 
through the roof and you are over- 
whelmed when you are invited in. 
The Owner/Operator greets you at 
the door. “Telly’s my name and 
pleasure’s my game.” 

Your mind whirls as you try to 
comprehend the word pleasure. Is 
there a remote possibility that.there 
is pleasure at BYU? The sign on the 
door has been beautifully hand 
crafted and reads “Telly’s Pleasure 
Palace.” The hours read that they 
never close. Could it be that there is 
actually a haven for the deprived in 
spirit and the devoid of pleasure? 

Telly re-enters the room and be- 
hind him comes the other five pro- 


prietors of the Pleasure Palace. They | 


all nonchalantly sit down around 
you and beam as if there were no 
tomorrow. First, of course, there is 
Shawn “Telly” Telford, Owner and 
Operator of the Palace, from Bounti- 
ful, Utah. His reasoning behind the 
Pleasure Palace is “It’s all because of 
these damn women.” 

Next to him is Bill “Human Roll- 
on” Christensen, Executive Vice- 
President and Chief Censor, also 
from Bountiful. His theory is: 
“Pushy Broads Nuke ‘em! Boom. 
Boom.” 

Other members include Jared 
“Pudge” Casper, Operations Man- 
ager from Salt Lake, who has this to 
offer: “Grab her, squeeze her, kiss 


her on the lips.” 
Rich “The Bouncer” Webb from 


‘Mesa, Arizona, who stands 5' 8" and 


weighs 120 lbs., is responsible for 
keeping law and order in the Palace 
and states “When the women get 
tired of the boys, they come to me.” 

Chairman of the Board, Danny 
“Dutch Boy” Hollingshaus, from 
Salt Lake, does not take his position 
lightly and refers often to “Men 
cannot live on beer alone.” 

And the final member of the team 
is James “Nicknameless-and-proud- 
of-it” Banks, Information Manager, 
from Elgin, Illinois, who says his 
motivating drive is “Further pro- 
moting the cause of creative chaos.” 

You place yourself on top of the 
olive green crushed velvet couch 
that has been specially manufac- 
tured for the Pleasure Palace. It is 
there because it has been deemed by 
thetenants that the kitchen is boring. 


Its journey to this haven of culture ' 


began at the ZCMI carpet cleaning 
warehouse where Telly, the current 
owner, works, and subsidizes his 
millions-a-year earnings at the Pal- 
ace. 

You shift your weight slightly and 
notice two stuffed hippopotamuses 
sitting next to you. Angela, the grey 
hippopotamus has lips and “Kiss 
Me. You'll love it” inscribed all over 
her body. Leonard, the other, is an 
effigy of the owner, and is Angela’s 
only source of company. The couple 
was found less than 24 hours apart at 
the Provo DI, where the large por- 
tion of the furnishings of the Pleas- 
ure Palace come from. The green 
lamp that embodies the spirit of the 
apartment was bought there as well. 
The lamp shade is not original mate- 
rial, in fact, it was allowed to be 


stolen by an employee who ex- 
pressed in broken English, “Take it 


_ before my boss sees you do it.” 


As you admire the lamp, you 
catch a glimpse of what appears to be 
an obscure attempt to mimic the 
Addams family on top of the televi- 
sion. Itisa plaster statue that weighs 
more than your father does after 
Thanksgiving dinner and is as hide- 
ous as all hell. Eldredge Cleaver, on 
the far left, is missing his right leg 
and June Cleaver (no relation to 
Eldredge) on the far right is missing 
her neck and her left eyebrow. Be- 
hind June hangs a dilapidated piece 
of shelf liner being substituted for 
wallpaper. © 

On an adjacent wall hangs a 
groovy picture of Mork from Ork, 
found in a ancient issue of Dynamite 
magazine. (Just when you thought 
that you had rid yourself of that 
obscene publication, it appears 
here.) The redemption for the Mork 
poster is an art piece by Claude 
Monét stuck on another wall. Next 
to this hangs a Jonas Salk project 
headed by Bill. It’s a suspended 
bread bag housing some homemade 
whole wheat bread named Raptiz, 
(pronounced rap-tease) that has 
been there for over a month and isa 
Shetland Green shade. Your stom- 
ach turns as you observe the final 
touch. A Cabbage Patch doll, 
dressed in Dodgers clothing, 
dangles from the ceiling—a phone 
cord noose around its neck. 

Yes, this apartment exists, and 


often times those of us who wonder 


where all the fun has gone go down 
to the Pleasure Palace to revamp all 
of what we have missed. Telly of- 
fers: “I like to be noticed and stickout 
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A Few Important Questions 


by Michael Mower 


e If you saw President Holland 
drinking Pepsi, would you tell 
your roommate? 

e Would you rather have your body 
cremated or donated to the BYU 
Zoology Department? 

e Would you rather sit through ten 

- continuous hoursofanEconomics 
110 lecture or havea heart by-pass 
operation performed on you by 
six coeds from Heritage Halls? - 

e If yousaw your physics professor 
slip on theice, would you laugh at 
him or help him up? How about 
after grades had come out? 


* e Would you rather be on the BYU 


football team, the Cougarettes, the 
Young Ambassadors, oracademic 
probation? 

e If you were suddenly orphaned, 
would you rather be adopted by 
the Marriotts, the Hollands, orthe 
Swapp/Singer family? ~ 

e Do you ever consider chatting 
with someone on your home 
‘teaching route while at Food-4- 
Less? How abouton thelast day of 
the month? 

e If you knew the Golden Plates 
were buried in front of the Maeser 
building, would you dig them up? 
Would you keepthem? Sell them? 
Turn them in to your religion 
teacher for extra credit? 

e If the testing center correction 
machine gave you 100% on a test 
you knew you failed, would you 
talk to your instructor about it or 
consider it an answer to your 
prayers? 

e If you were on the committee that 

chose the people who would re- 

ceive honorary degrees, who 
would you select for this honor 
among Jim McMahon, Mark 

‘Hoffman, and Yoko Ono? Why? 

One day while eating in the Cou- 

gareat you discover a worm in 

your taco salad. Would you bring 

a lawsuit against the University? 

How about if your tuition would 

have to be raised to cover a settle- 

ment? How about if you had just 
received a ticket from campus 
police? 


e If you could die today and be 
guaranteed attaining a Celestial 
degree of glory or live for another 
fifty years and risking in all, what 
would you do? 

e For the same pay, would you 
rather work as a BYU campus 


garbage collector, heaving tons of — 


yucky trash all day in all types of 
weather or sit idly in the Lee Li- 
brary by thedoors, making certain 


Please see Questions on page 6 
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A Parental Deception 


by T. M. Swain. 


I can feel the smirks on their faces 
asI walk by. They actasifthey know 
all about me, yet they know nothing 
at all. They perceive my life as un- 
complex and easy. They feel that 
because | go to a private religious 
university I have somehow landed 
into a homogeneous environment. 
That I have somehow escaped the 
daily traumas that only exist in real 
life. They think I’m a happy-go- 
lucky BYU coed, or at least that is 
what they want me to believe. Their 
condescending attitude makes me 


angry, I want to shake them, slap” 


them upside the head, and wipe the 
smirks off their faces. I want to let 
them know] love them, but that I’ve 
changed from that wide-eyed ‘girl 
they once knew. These people I 
speak of are my parents. 

Contrary to what they believe, my 
life is not all dates and dances. The 
competition in my classes is stiff, you 


either keep up or don’t come back. I 


am forever trying to dig my way out 
of an endless pile of homework, 
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while trying to think of intelligent 
things to say the next day in class. 
Whenever I feel as if I’m all caught 
up my free time is consumed once 
again with assignments, exams and 
oral reports. I sometimes feel as if 
this school is trying to break me. 
But it’s not the pressure of school 
that concerns me, it’s living up tomy 
parents’ social expectations. “Met 
any nice boys lately?” I can hear my 
mom say. Well, the dry cleaning 
man did come last week, and then 


there was that incredibly sensitive 


guy selling caramels for his mission 
fund. “Have you gone to any fun 
dances?” After the Palace there is 
just no comparison, and with such 
stimulating conversation as “What's 
your major?” and “Where do you 
live?” why look elsewhere. “Your 
father and I think you should date 
more” my mom says with a hint of 
hopefulness. I try to explain that I 
believe. more in quality rather than 
quantity, but instead I end up hu- 
moring her with “Sure, mom ,what- 
ever yousay.” My parents think I set 
my standards too high. They think] 
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need to get out more,-make more 
friends. Perhapsthey should simply 
put an ad in the paper—“One single 
daughter, good teeth, strong back, 
sold to the highest bidder.” 

Honestly, my parents aren’t that 
bad, but their badgering about my 
dating (or lack of it) does get tire- 
some. I’m convinced it’s not their 
fault, | know they’ve somehow been 
brainwashed by the rumors of BYU 
being the dating mecca. As a child 
they had high hopes that I would 
someday find Mister Right. I feel as 
though I’ve somehow let them down 
because it hasn’t happened soon 
enough, but thenagainit wasalways 
their dream, not mine. I know it will 
happen, I'll find my Mister Right, 
I’m just not in a hurry. In the mean- 
time I won't be deceived by the 
rumors my parents hear. 

T.M. Swain’s father cooks remarkable 
Danish food and writes articles for 
medical journals, although not simulta- 
neously. 
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Unidentified Lyrics |"".an 


no one tries to steal any books? e If you were out of milk and your roommate 
e If youcould have changed your mission call had 3/4ths gallon in his jug, would you 


Jane Says to Paris, would you have done so? To Rio de borrow some without asking? Would you 
Jani¢ro? Hong Kong? Boise? 

e Supposing that Evan Mecham were a close 
relative, would you tell anyone? How about Me too. 
if it were John Huntsman? Ted Bundy? 


replace the milk with water to fool him? 
Jane says, “I’m done with Sergio, he treats me like a ragdoll.” 
She hides the television, says, “I don’t owe him nothing.” 
But if he comes back again, tell him to wait right here for me. 
Or, try again tomorrow, I’m gone again tomorrow. 


Jane says, “Have you seen my wig around, I feel naked without it.” 

She knows they all want her to go, but that’s OK man, she don’t like them anyway. 
Jane says, “I’m going away to Spain when I get my money saved.” 

“Gonna start tomorrow.” Gone again tomorrow. 


She get mad and she starts to cry, she take a swing, but she can’t hit. 
She don’t mean no harm, she just don’t know what else to do about it. 
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Jane goes to the store at eight, she walks up on St. Andrews. 

She waits and gets her dinner there, she pulls her dinner from her pocket. 
Jane says, “I ain’t never been in love, I don’t know what it is.” 

She only knows if someone wants her. “I want them if they want me.” . 
“I only know they want me.” 


She get mad and she starts to cry, she take a swing, but she can’t hit. 
She don’t mean no harm, she just don’t know what else to do about it. 


Jane says. 
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For Inquiring Minds 


Library Exit Monitor Earns Award 


Exit monitor Ken Bradshaw was awarded the Lee Library’s highest medal last week at a 
banquet held in his honor. Bradshaw, 22, from Gresham, Oregon has been with the library just 
over a year. Starting as a lowly shelver, he moved up in the ranks to exit monitor. Don 
Farnsworth, Lee Library coordinator said, “Ken has been a leader to all of us.” When asked the 
secret of his success Ken responded, “Gosh, I don’t have any secrets, it must be my personality.” 

Ken can be seen doing what he does best on the southside of the library every day except 
Monday. “I earn my day off, the job is really draining, but I love it.” Ken isa history major and 
needs his time on the job to get ahead in class. Ken, we salute you, and will anxiously await the 
time that you will say to us, “Excuse me, did you check that book out?” as the alarm sounds in 
the background. 
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Telly’s from page 4 


from the crowd. I enrolled all of the roommates to help and 
this is the result of our dreams and visions fulfilled.” They are 
all quite proud of their accomplishment. 

We could go on forever describing the rest of the apart- | 
ment, but what we hope we have left you with is a vision 
instilled on your mind forever, that there does exist a Cultural 
Center where people can go and have fun and not necessarily 
have.to become engaged there or become NCMO fanatics . 
The Palace satisfies the appetites of those who are in search of 
a true way out of this weird world. As Telly so profoundly 
asserts: “All I ever wanted is one good woman. I haven't 
found her yet and so I pacify my childish desires, which are 
building as I prepare to serve my mission, with a 12 pack of 
Pepsi, which is far more satisfying both physically and emo- 
tionally than any woman I have ever met except for my 
Mom.” Amen, Telly, and as you depart the Palace, you catch 
a glimpse of a quote that epitomizes the Palace scrawled in 
green on white. It reads: 

“Do you know what I would like todo? Shower withthem. Then 
bang ,we hit the city baby, dead on, a little drinks, a little night life, 
alittledancing. Dancing. Then we throwa huge party, | mean huge 
party, everybody's invited, women everywhere, all these girls 
they're all there, Gary. What? Nobody likes us. Nobody. Why are 
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you messing with the fantasy we know about reality? Don't mess 
with the fantasy ok? Alright, then we're hip, man, we're popular, 
we're revered. Yeah. We're studs. When the smoke clears right 
those two dames fall amazingly and completely and totally in love 
with us Wyatt (sic) check it out. Yo, check us out.” 
Jason is the first real terrorist the staff has had. Jennifer 
tempers him. 
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Ready or Not Here It Comes 
Genetic Engineering 


The Ethics of Life 


Third in a series 
_by Gordon Myers 


Knowing of my interest in genetic 
engineering, a friend once asked me 
if I would. design children for him 
that were tall, intelligent and good- 
looking. “Sure, soon technology will 
beable to do that,” I answered, “but 
you'll have to realize that your kids 
won't be anything like you.” — 

Indeed, scientists are making such 
enormous breakthroughs in deci- 
phering and manipulating genes 
that a new kind of ‘Frankenstein’ 
will soon be in our midst. 

__ These Frankensteins will not con- 
sist of nuts, bolts, and stitches, but 
will be most ingeniusly constructed 
like our own bodies. In fact, these 
genetic marvels will be much like a 

_natural human being except their 
negative genes and characteristics 
will be replaced by more advanta- 
geous ones. They will be exception- 
ally athletic, charismatic, talented, 
intelligent and healthy. 

That description might sound like 


tions: 


| retarded, would you abort it? 


Female: No 100% 


tellegence, would you do so? 


would you do so? 


Female: Yes 17%, No 83% 


it was born, would you do so? 


| born, would you do so? 
Male: Yes 3%, No 97% 


Genetic Engineering Survey 


Thirty males and thirty females were asked the following five ques- 


1: If you knew before your child was born that it would be mentally 
Male: Yes 10%, No 87%, Unsure 3% 

2: If you knew before your child was born that it would be mentally re- 

tarded and you could genetically alter it so that it had normal in- 


» — Male: Yes 73%, No 10%, Unsure 17% 
Female: Yes 63%, No 27%, Unsure 10% 


3:. If you could genetically boost your child’s I ee before it was born, 


Male: Yes 40%, No 57%, Unsure 3% 


4: If you could genetically change the appearance of your child before 


Male: Yes 10%, No 87%, Unsure 3% 
Female: No 97%, Unsure 3% 


5: If you could genetically change the sex of your child before it was 


Female: Yes 3%, No 94%, Unsure 2% 


science fiction to those who have no 
concept of the power of genetic engi- 
neering. Nonetheless, we already 
have examples of the use of these 
powers. Genetic engineers have 
transferred the human genes for 
insulin and interferon into bacteria, 
and these bacteria produce these 
medical essentials by the gallons. 

Scientists inserted the gene for the 
human growth hormone into pigs, 
and now wecan raise pigs the size of 
ponies. As more genes. are identi- 
fied, more sophisticated combina- 
tions result. Through genetic engi- 
neering, plants may soon be flower- 
ing in acid-rain, and apes may soon 
be throwing early morning paper- 
routes. 

Medical scientists hope to soon be 
able to heal human embryos in the 
womb by replacing defective genes 
with viable ones. Many devastating 
hereditary diseases would then be 
eradicated, much to the relief of 
child, parents, and society. Carrying 
this scientific miracle a step farther, 
parents will be able to request genes 
for eye color, freckles, dimples, IQ, 
and personality. Couples would no 
longer argue so much about what to 
name their child as what his final 
height would be. 

We have the technology to make 
tremendous advances in genetic 
engineering, but there are other 
obstacles to overcome. Many fear 
that any introduction of genetically 
engineered organisms: will wreak 
havoc on the environment. In re- 
sponse to public concern and poten- 
tial danger, the EPA has established 
strict regulations. Thus an unin- 


Please see Genes on page 9 
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The Only Real Solution 


When Politics Fail 


by Eric Schulzke 


“How small of all that human hearts 
endure, ~ 
That part which laws or kings can 
cause or cure.” 
-Alexander Pope 


I was drawn to politics at an early 
age, not through flags and balloons 
but through idealism. Seeing cor- 
ruption steadily grow while educa- 
tional standards fell and families col- 
lapsed, I sensed an urgency to im- 
prove the status quo. I thought that 


- somehow politics was the answer, 


but recently I’ve become: disillu- 
sioned. 

My disillusionment came rather 
suddenly. It was Henry James who 
said that “real learning comes not so 
much from reasonable thinking but 
from those illuminating moments 
that permanently warp the mind.” 
Last summer, while working for a 
California state senator at the capitol 
in Sacramento, I experienced such a 
mind-warping moment. ~ 

One hot August afternoon about 
5,000 people, many of them young 
families with children, gathered on 
the lawns and marched through the 
halls of the Capitol. They were lob- 
bying for Senate Bill 5, which sought 


«to give California a tougher, up- 


dated “Miller Standard” against 
hard-core pornography. (The U.S. 
Supreme Court established the 
Miller standard in 1973 and Califor- 
niais one of only a few of states yet to 
adopt it.) Inside the capitol a nor- 
mally sluggish Assembly felt the 
pressure and passed the bill by a57- 
11 margin. 


The victory was celebrated 
around the state and our phones 
rang steadily with calls of congratu- 
lations and support. (My employer 
wasa principal co-author of the bill.) 

After the crowds dispersed, SB 5 
returned from the Assembly to the 
Senate Rules Committee for concur- 
rence, where ultra-liberal Senate 
Boss David Roberti (D-Hollywood) 
took control. 

Through an extremely complex 
maneuver, Roberti prevented a vote 
on the bill, sunk it, and ensured that 
California would remain the por- 
nography capitol of America. 

As we left the committee room 
that afternoon, a laughing Roberti 
aide asked a colleague, “How will 
they explain that in a 20 second 
sound bite?” “That’s easy,” I offered 
(though he hadn’t asked me), “The 
asses won.” 

As I thought about the exultation 
and excitement of the previous days 
when our success had seemed so 
momentous, I was left with a bitter 
sense of futility. Now in a personal 
way I understood the words of Ec- 
clesiastes: “Vanity .. . all is vanity.” 

Vanity has never been a stranger 
to politics. Richard Cobden, a long- 
forgotten member of England’s Par- 
liament, once declared that the re- 
peal of England’s corn laws which 
he orchestrated was “the most im- 
portant event in history since the 
coming of Christ.” Never having 
heard of England’s corn laws, I 
couldn't help but feel I had missed 
something. 

According to Richard Nixon, even 
that was nothing. He proclaimed 
man’s walking on the moon to be 
“the greatest week in history since 
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the creation”—presumably includ- 
ing the coming of Christ. With the 
ample spare time he now enjoys, 
Nixon might look into Ecclesiastes 
himself and gain a little perspective. 

As a nation we, too, need en- 
hanced perspective in solving some 
of our toughest problems. Recently I 
asked a friend what he thought 
about the drug epidemic. Was the 
solution legalization, continued 
prohibition, or what? He thought 
about it for some time and returned 
later in the day. “The only solution I 
can see,” he said, “is continuous 
preaching of the Gospel.” 

Of course he was right. Neither 
legalization nor prohibition offers a 
real answer. The further a society 
degenerates, it seems, the less effec- 
tive political options become. The 
Book of Mormon relates that Alma, 
then both a political and a spiritual 
leader, saw the decline of his people 
and “delivered up the judgment seat 

..and confined himself wholly to 
the...testimony of the word, accord- 
ing to the spirit of revelation and 
prophecy.” 

A modern politician with Alma’s 
perspective is John Harmer, a Lieu- 
tenant Governor of California under 
Governor Ronald Reagan and a 
staunch Latter-day Saint. At one 
point his advisors suggested he run 
for governor, but as they discussed 
the possibility one day Harmer 
wondered aloud: “How could I 
govern this people?” (Those who 
know California in all its glorious 
diversity know exactly what he 
meant.) 

Harmer felt that California, like 


Please see Politics on page 9 
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Prohibition isn’t perfect, but— 


Drug legalization is a prescription for disaster 


by William Norman Grigg 


H.G. Wells once wrote that some- 
day social classes in capitalist coun- 
tries would become so dissimilar 
that they would eat each other. The 
Industrial Revolution didn’t fulfill 
this prediction, but capitalism may 
yet vindicate Wells if the movement 
to legalize drugs is successful. 

As difficult as conservatives find it 
to believe, when it comes to drug le- 
galization Jesse Jackson is right and 
William F. Buckley Jr. is wrong. 
During recent public debates 
Jackson has assailed Buckley for his 
support for drug legalization. Given 
that Jackson is right so infrequently 
it would be churlish to deny him 
credit on this issue. 

Thecase made by Buckley in favor 
of legalization is straightforward 
laissez-faire economics. According to 
this reasoning, every prohibition 
creates a black market: enforcement 
measures sustain artificially high 
prices because of the difficulty in- 
volved in meeting the demand, 
which remains (at best) constant. 
Monopolies are formed by drug 
merchants, which in turn generate 
violence as markets are consolidated 
(a drug-Mafia hit is the ultimate lev- 
eraged buy-out). Violence also 
stems from desperate people who 
cannot afford artificially high prices 
for the drugs they crave and there- 
fore steal and kill to obtain them. 

Legalization would flood the 
market with drugs, thereby break- 
ing the king-pin monopolies. Prices 
would come down drastically and 
the illicit profit motive that sustains 
the trade would disappear. Drugs 
could also become a taxable com- 
modity, and government would 
begin to profit from an industry that 
now generates huge tax-free profits 
in spite of legal prohibiticn: (Thisisa 


variation of the argument in favor of 
legalized gambling.) 

Buckley insists that by making 
drug consumption into just another 
“consumer choice,” we would not be 
legitimizing drug use. But hedoesn’t 
understand that this is exactly the 
rationale that he rejects (quite cor- 
rectly) when used to defend current 
abortion laws. 

Abortion is now woven (perhaps 
inextricably) into the fabric of our 
society. The anti-abortion laws that 
predated Roe v. Wade were more ef- 
fective than the “Pro-Choice” crowd 
admits. Such laws provided a meas- 
ure of restraint upon the practice, if 
only by establishing societal disap- 
proval. Without such restraint abor- 
tion providers sprang up to meet the 
existing demand, but they didn’t 
stop there. When legal restraints 
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were removed, abortion rapidly 
became a major growth industry. 

Is it irrational to believe that elimi- 
nating the current drug laws would 
have a similar “multiplier effect” 
upon drug consumption? 

If demand does accelerate, it will 
undoubtedly do so along class lines. 
George Will has pointed out that 
drug abuse has lost much of its at- 
traction among the professional and 
middle classes. Upwardly-mobile 
citizens are becoming increasingly 
health-conscious. Those who con- 
sume acres of oat bran may suffer 
froma species of masochism, but it is 
certainly a milder masochism than 
drug abuse. Middle-class America 
has responded remarkably well to 
Nancy Reagan’s anti-drug cam- 
paign, a campaign which she inau- 
gurated, we must remember, before 
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drug abstinence was in vogue. 
But the anti-drug crusade has had 
negligible effect upon the lowest 


classes of American society. Karl 


Marx wrote that religion was “the 
opiate of the masses,” a palliative 
that benumbed the senses, keeping 
the masses blissfully ignorant of 
their wretched state. Inthe latetwen- 
tieth century, the opiate of the 
masses is, well, opium . .. and crack 
and cocaine. 

Legalization of narcotics would 
indeed take the violent edge off of 
the drug trade, and fewer “decent” 
people would die. But amplification 
of the drug supply available to those 
who already live “below the water- 
line” of life would leave them and 
their posterity with yet another 
undeserved burden. Chemical de- 
pendencies are, after all, often inher- 
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ited by the children of drug users. 
As a society we have become 
criminally casual about burdening 
our descendants with the bills for 
our indulgences. The budget deficit 
is just one manifestation of thisindif- 
ference—a perpetual underclass 
dependent upon drugs would be 
another..Such an underclass would 
inevitably result from legalization. 
The regressive unfairness of drug 
legalization mounts even further 
when we consider that legalized 
drugs would be taxed for govern- 


ment revenue. This would transfer — 


wealth from the poorest segments of _ 


society to benefit the middle class. 
Think of what Marx might have 
written about that type of class ex- 
ploitation. 
Legalization would probably, 
“work,” in the sense that it would 
achieve its stated objectives. But 
Conservatives of Buckley's persua- 
sion should realize that a society 
capable of self-government must 
aim for a loftier goal than the legit- 
imization of every conceivable 
choice. This is why President Bush’s, 
choice of William Bennett to be the 
first “Drug Czar” is encouraging. 
As Secretary of Education, 
Bennett’s pronouncements about 
the need to rehabilitate the concept 
of civic virtue angered many of our 
self-designated. “deep thinkers.” 
Bennett understands that the ability 
ofa people policy to govern itself de- 
cays in direct proportion to its ten- 
dency to use freedom foolishly. He 
knows that the best way to remove 
the profit motive from the drug trade 
is not through legalization, but 
through decreasing demand by re- 
forming public thinking. Whether 
these efforts will have any effect 


upon those in the greatest peril - 


remains to be seen. 
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formed public and an inefficient 

_bureacracy combine to hinder the 
_ development. and implementation 
_ of technology that:promises to save 
millions of lives. 

A recent scandal at Montana State 
aptly demonstrates the frustration 
that some scientists are feeling over 
current EPA regulations. Plant pa- 
thologist Gary Strobel genetically 
altered bacteria to enable them to 
combat a fungus that has caused the 
death of millions of trees in the U.S. 
Impatient and frustrated with red 
tape, Strobel released his helpful 
bacteria without EPA approval. 
When his actions were discovered, 
Strobel was severely rebuked and 
the healthy, ‘infected’ trees were cut 
down. Meanwhile, Dutch elm dis- 
ease lives on and costs US. cities 
$100 million each year. 

_ Scientists at Berkeley designed a 
bacterium that inhibits the forma- 
tion of frost on plants. So fantastic 
are these bacteria that plants coated 
with them have withstood tempera- 
tures of 23 degrees F. This character- 
istic can annually save up to $1.5 
billion lost by farmers due to frost 
damage. After five years of lobby- 
ing, Berkeley's genetic engineers 
obtained approval to test their prod- 
uct outside of laboratory confines. 
Unfortunately, protestors uprooted 
2,000 strawberry plants. After re- 
planting, the test was successfully 
performed, and the bacteria, called 
Frostban, are now marketed com- 
mercially. Eee 

Of course, regulation is necessary 
to prevent the release of destructive 
organisms into the environment. 
Medical techniques should be 
proven safe before being practiced, 


The Iranian 
Bookworm 


and the EPA and the FDA have a 
responsibility to protect us from 
even unintentional harm. 

In one historic example of com- 
mefidable intervention, the FDA 
prohibited the distribution of the 
tranquilizer thalidomide. Marketed 
in Europe, this drug was given to 
expectant mothers for morning sick- 
ness. Tragically, the babies born to 
these mothers had stunted armsand 
legs. Sometimes the best intentions 
of scientists have unanticipated con- 
sequences. Ideally, the EPA and 
FDA protect us from these side ef- 
fects. 

Unfortunately, because of ineffi- 
ciency and excessive regulation, 


_ these agencies sometimes hinder the 


implementation of valuable technol- 
ogy. Waiting for FDA approvals of 
penicillin and the small pox vaccine 
would have cost millions of lives. 
Delays in genetic engineering may 
be costing us more than Dutch elms, 
strawberries, and billions of dol- 
lars—they may be costing us lives. 
We need regulatory procedures that 
rapidly approve or condemn geneti- 
cally engineered organisms. 

Acceptance of genetic engineer- 
ing ultimately depends on public 
approval, and the public is sadly 
ignorant of this awesome technol- 
ogy. Even the words “genetic engi- 
neering” trigger a blank stare in 
many people. The technology seems 
so complex, so foreign, so intimidat- 
ing that many people prefer to ig- 
nore it. 

If we continue in this ignorance, 
we will be extremely apprehensive 
of progress; we will not support the 
development of life-improving and 
life-saving techniques, and we will 
be startled by confrontations with 
genetic marvels. 3 
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There is another side of genetic 
engineering that goes beyond the 
dangers of releasing harmful organ- 
isms into the environment. Future 
dilemmas * will concern not just 
safety, but also ethics. Should par- 
ents genetically enhance their 
children’s IQ, their appearance, and 
their health? Should we transfer 
human genes into apes so that they 
can work on assembly lines, in coal 
mines and onthe battlefield? Should 
we alter the ecosystem by introduc- 
ing engineered plants that areindus- 
trially advantageous? 

The Industrial Revolution taught 
us a sobering lesson about anticipat- 
ing changes which—whether good 
or bad—are nonetheless inevitable. 
It was the industrial revolution that 
freed us from the Malthusian trap, 
allowing the common man to live 
free of famine with a standard of 
living that was inconceivable years 
before. 

These ethical perplexities need to 
be addressed, but tragically ethics 


‘often lag behind technology and 


development. In business, anti- 
trade laws resulted after monopolies 
began exploiting consumers. In the 
nuclear age, treaties limiting nuclear 
missiles came after we had already 
entrenched the weapons. Can we 
handle genetic engineering differ- 
ently, foreseeing and resolving 
problems, before they get out of 
hand? Only with the help of an 
educated and cautious public can 
genetic engineering meet its poten- 
tial for good while preventing what 
could be a devastating misapplica- 
tion of power. 


Gordon isa microbiology major. He does 
experiments on his cats 
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much of America today, lacked the moral foundation that George Washington 
insisted good government demands. “Of all the dispositions and habits which 
lead to political prosperity,” Washington said, “religion and morality are in- 
dispensable supports.” 

Perhaps my bitterness about the failure of the pornography bill was because 
[had forgotten Washington’s “indispensable supports.” I felt that the fate of 
California depended on the passage of our legislation and I forgot that the real 
problem—and hence the real solution—lay beyond the scope of law and 
politics. 

The real solution lies in the hearts of the people, but when we become 
preoccupied with foreign policy, deficits, and elections, we often forget that 
missiles can’t protect a people rotten at the core and even a balanced budget 
can’t save a morally bankrupt society. 

Of course we have witnessed significant successes in the political arena. 
Many Latter-day Saints, for example, were influential in the scuttling of the 
ERA. But though we won that skirmish, or even if we had lost it, the most 
important battle is still within the individual—and no political victory or 
defeat can change that. 

I guess I will always participate in public affairs, but I’d like to think that I’ve 
learned something. First, those of us involved shouldn’t flatter ourselves that 
our agenda is, as that illustrious Member of Parliament put it, “the most 
important event since the coming of Christ.” Second, we should never forget 
where the real solutions lie. And when politics fail we may find that preaching 
the gospel and converting the people is, after all, the only real solution. 


Eric is not a political science major. 
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Duchesne 


by Derek Gullino 


In Duchesne these things happen. 
Children run wild. 


Spence and Tina sit in the burnt- 
out Texaco and take drags on their 
Camels. Night is falling on them like 
a dark parent and they are caught 
with their faces pale. It is past timeto 
go homeand here they are, letting go 
of their evenings. 

Tina lets the smoke run from her 
mouth like a fluid. ; 

“I've been diddled,” Tina says. 
She is twelve and talking about the 
grocery boy that laid her behind the 
market. 

Spence pops his jaw and blows 
smoke. His complexion is so clear. 
He knew that grocery boy. 

“You don’t believe me, do you, 
Spence?” Tina asks. She rides her 
sweater up. 

Spence feéls her tummy. 

Tina has taken to wearing bar- 
rettes. She clips them on instead of 
combing. Hygiene has lost all mean- 
ing. 

“Yeah, I felt it,” Spence says. 

Tina’s just puffing out her stom- 
ach. She has the cheeks of a squirrel 
and the breasts of a mother, but she 
isn’t pregnant. 

Spence is sitting on a cinderblock 
that has fallen from the Texaco’s 
walls. Thecold rises around him. On 
the highway, a truck is making the 
long haul to Salt Lake. They feel the 
vibrations of its passing, these two 
children who should be home by 
now. 

“Can you feel a pulse?” Spence 
asks. He puts his two fingers on her 
wrist. 

Tina pulls his hand back to her 
belly. 

“It’s in here,” she says. 

Spence’s hand is cold. November 
is almost over. A herd of crows hang 
above the Texaco. 

“Can you feel the beating of its 
heart?” Tina asks. 

“It m be very small,” Spence 
says. His nand is on her, but it is the 
noise of a baby that he listens for. 

“A walnut,” Tina says. 


* 


Tina is a ghost with her arms 
raised. Her shirt is almost off, the 
cigarette always caught there be- 
tween her lips. 

“Come home,” Spence says. He is 
urgently gathering his cigarettes 
and his books. 

“I'll ride my bike,” says Tina. 

By dinnertime, she has not ar- 
rived. 

Tina has climbed the walls of the 
Texaco and is standing likea bird on 
the narrow cinderblocks. 


Duchesne mothers should worry 
about their children. They stay up 
late. They wake their husbands at 
three. 

They say, “Our children have no 
table manners.” 

They say, “Little boys need to 
speak when they are spoken to.” 

“The girls sit like men,” they say 
in Duchesne, this unsheltered Utah 
town. In Wyoming, children are 
taught these things in school. 

Rumor hasit, and most agree, that 
there might be werewolves here. 
Women sit in the laundromat and 
talk about the droppings were- 
wolves leave. 

Werewolves steal the garbage 
and their eyebrows grow together. 

The smell of meat is everywhere. 

They live on ranches. 

Spence and Tina’s mother knows 
these things, and still she lets her 
children wander the neighborhood 
after dark. 

She should warn them that 
moons have nothing to do with it. 


Returning from the Texaco, 
Spence and Tina pass all the dark 
cornfields. They stand on the edge. 
They gather stones and chuck them 
in high arcs. 

Spence sends his rocks like artil- 
lery into the corn. 

“After high school, maybel could 
be a nurse,” Tina says. 

“People need janitors too, or 
people to wash their dishes.” 

“People should wash their own 
dishes,” says Tina. 

“Do you want. a cigarette?” 


TUDEMT 


Spence asks. 

“One,” says Tina. 

Spence lights it for her, cupping 
the lit match with his hand and 
drawing sharply. Tina is swinging 
her arm in the dark. 


Water congeals in the town’s’ 


fields. 

Behind a neighbor's barn, coyotes 
have circled a cow with their yap- 
ping jaws and brought it to its knees. 


Spence and Tina’s mother 
crouches on the butte and howls her 
troubles at the moon. 

She ululates. 


Spence can’t sleep. Downstairs, 
the noise of his mother’s feet fills the 
house. 

Tina’s window is open, and out- 
side, the moon is curved and sharp 
like a woman’s chin. Tina is asleep. 
Her nightgown is twisted. The cov- 
ers have been thrown to the floor. 

Spence goes to her, feeling for her 
belly. 

“Tina,” he whispers. 

He says, “Tina, do you hear 


- Mother?” 


“Maybe she’s mending. Does she 
have the fire going?” Tina asks. 

Spence says, “She is in the parlor, 
then she goes to the kitchen, then she 
comes back again.” 

They spread the blankets- over 
them and he closes his eyes. 

“Spence,” Tina says. 

She takes hold of her brother’s 
arm, but he has fallen asleep. 


Tina rides her bike all over Duch- 
esne. She stops at the feed store to 
smile at farmers. They sit like hicks. 
They carry bags on their shoulders. 
They try to place her. Does she live 
out with the Taylors? Tina grips her 
handlebars and the men get into 
their trucks and drive away. 

Tina’s bicycle has three apeoue. 
She leans into curves. 

It is like Spence is running behind 
her. 


Gordon Lish agrees with us about this 
story, which will appear in Q15. : 
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The-Affair 


by Margaret Young 

I don’t believe in adultery, but I 
am bored by whol am: wife, mother, 
storyland princess at the Shielbut 
Doll Museum. I didn’t mean it to 
happen, but I am having a relation- 
ship. 

I was watering my kitchen plants 
when The Voice called the first time. 
Isaid, “Hello.” The Voice said it was 
calling for the Universal Market 
Survey, and asked if] would answer 
some questions. 

Normally, I say “No time” to this 


type of thing. Normally 1 would . 
_| rather watch The Price is Right— 


which I hate, than be surveyed. But 
(call it fate; call it karma) I stayed on 
the line, holding a glass of green 
plant water in my hand, listening to 
The Voice read its script. 

I sensed it then: behind those 
practiced rhythms, those sappy 
lines, there was something real and 
deep. I said to it, “Shoot.” 

The Voice said it was surveying 
deodorants. “Do you use deodor- 
ant?” it asked. 

I looked at my fingers around the 
green glass. I felt stripped to the 
brassiere. 

“I do,” I said, and put the glass on 
the floor. 

‘Is the deodorant you use stick, 
roll-on, or spray?” 

I said, “It’s all a routine. You get 
up in the morning, shower, maybe 


do calisthenics, and put on deodor- 


ant. Society tells you what to doand 
you do it.” 

The Voice said, “I know what you 
mean,” whispered like the SuperyE: 
sor might hear. 

“use roll-on,” I said. “ButI don’t 
like it. It’s just I’ve used it since] first 
started. You know how in junior 
high your mother introduces you to 
your armpits and says, Time for 
Ban.’ She gave me roll-on. I feel like 
a duck in the mornings.” 

“A duck?” 

-“Do you have children?” I said. 
“Excuse me?” 
“Children’s armpits don’t smell. I 

have a step-daughter. Her armpits 
are sweet as African violets.” 

“As what?” 

“African violets. My- favorite 
flower. My step-daughter’s armpits 
are like African violets.” It was the 
truth. I hadn’t realized it until just 
then. Julinda smelled like violets. 

“Ma’am,” said The Voice. 

“I’m here.” 

“Ma’am?” 

‘I'm sorry. I use roll-on.” 

“Yes. Roll-on. I’m noting it down. 
Roll-on.” 

“What about you?” 

“I’m being watched.” 

There was a terminal click, then 
nothing. I stared at the phone and 
thought, I don’t know my husband. 
I looked in the bathroom cabinet for 
his deodorant. Avon “Wood 
Musk.” It was a gift from his sister 
last Christmas. I smelled the stuff 


"and thought, yes, this is Mark at the 


breakfast table. But it shouldn't be. 
The ad shows a guy between oak 
trees, wearing a leather jacket, glar- 
ing at you like he’s just waiting for 
the Avon lady to leave. 


I met my husband at the doll 
museum. It was Cabbage Patch Kid 
day. He was sitting with Julinda, 
both of them holding Cabbage Patch 
Kids. He looked albino-ish and 
underfed, but sweet. He was hold- 
ing his doll in sitting position, just 
under his bow tie. I thought to 
myself, “Now there’s a good 
daddy.” Oureyes metas! told about 
Orphan Annie. Every time I said 
“The goblins’ll git ya if ya don’t 
watch out,” he mouthed the words 
with me and winked. I didn’t know 
he was single; I didn’t know he was 
a scientist; I didn’t know his name, 
but when he mouthed those words, I 
felt like we were kissing. 

He stayed with Julinda for three 

story hours, then asked me out to 
dinner. We were married within a 
month. : 
* Sometimes at night, | tell stories to 
them and their dolls, but usually 
Mark works late. He likes sex on 
weekends when he doesn’t have to 
concentrate on formulas. He can’t 
make love, he says, when there are 
numbers in his head. He wears 
deodorant because it’s there. He 
smells like the woodsy rapist be- 
cause his sister gave him the smell 
for Christmas. I smell like Ban be- 
cause of Mom. Nobody smells like- 
they should. ~ 


The next day, The Voice phoned 
again. It went through its speech 
about calling from the Universal 
Market Survey and wanting to aska 
few questions. 

I said, “Hi. Hello. Ask me.” 

It was the deodorant question 
again. I was supposed to tell what I 
used. 

I said, “I am bored. Tell me now, 
Voice, what do you use? I want to 
know.” 


“Stick,” he said. “Stick. Yes. 


_ Thank you. Now, Ma’am, is your 


stick one of the following brands: 
Mennon, Ban, Arrid, Secret, or Soft 
and Dry?” 

“Which is it, Voice?” 

“Mennon? Yes. Thank you.” 

“Mennon stick. How does it 
smell?” 

“Good?” ” 

“Like trees?” 

“Not really.” 

“Like menthol?” Isaid. 

“Menthol. Yes. Thank you, 
Ma’am.” : 

“T love menthol,” I said. 

“Now,” said The Voice, “would 
you say you are satisfied with your 
brand?” 

“I haven’t been satisfied in years. I 
married myself a scientist.” 


please see Affair on next page 
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Affair from previous page 

“So you would say you arenotsatisfied.” 

“Oh not satisfied. I would say not satis- 
fied. But where do you turn if you’re not 
Catholic?” 

“I understand your response,” he said. 
“I’m noting it here. Now, is there any 
brand you would like to try?” 

“Yes,” I said. “Yours.” 

“Can you be more specific, Ma’am?” 

“Are you old enough to remember Wa- 
tergate?” I said. 

“Yes, Ma’am. A little more specific, if 
you could, please.” 

“Have you ever tried sassafras tea?” I 

said. 

aves. 

“I knew it. I knew you had tried it. I 
never have. Oh Voice, there are so many 
things I’ve never tried. So many things I 

~ want to try.” 

“Thank you for your help, Ma’am. Your 
response will be calculated on an IBM 
computer and published in a Consumer's 
Report magazine. Thank youagain.” Click. 

Goodbye. 


Within a half-hour of hanging up, I was 
at a 7-11 checkstand buying a Mennon 
deodorant stick, menthol. I sat with it on 
the couch and watched a soap while the 
four kids] baby-sit on Thursday afternoons 
played leapfrog in the living room. 

The stick is green and greasy. It feels like 
petrified Jell-o and smells like an Irish 
Spring commercial. After the show, I hid it 
in the medicine chest, behind my Ban. 
Mark noticed it in the morning. He yelled 
from the bathroom, “Whose is this?” 

“| yelled back that I didn’t know. 

“Did | buy it?” he said. 

“T doubt it,” I said back. 

When he came out, he smelled like 
menthol. uh 

I said, “You shouldn’t wear someone 
else’s deodorant.” 

He didn’t hear. 

I said, “Mark, I’m having an affair with 
the phone.” 

He sat down to his cornflakes. He did 
multiplication tables with his eyes, chew- 
ing between answers. 
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March Madness 


Julinda was eating with her mouth open. [| 
asked her not to do that. She glared at the 
phone, then at me. 

Mark slurped up the last of his milk, kissed 
me crookedly and said, “Bye bye.” 

I smelled him deep and long. 


The Voice called an hour later. It gave the 
usual opener, but panted through the words. 

I said, “I bought Mennon stick yesterday. It’s 
beautiful. I love it.” 

“Are you satisfied?” 

“No,” Isaid, “but I likeit. It feels like petrified 
Jell-o.” ; 

The Voice laughed. 

“Voice?” I said. 

“Yes?” 

“Voice? I want to ask you something.” 

ENeste 

“Noice, who are you?” 

“No one. You?” 

“Me? I'ma storyland princess. Does that put 
you off?” 

“Are you satisfied?” 

“T’'ma religious person, Voice,” I said, “but I 
don’t go to church.” 

“Would you like to try something different?” 

“Maybe. I don’t know. I got married so 
young. But I think adultery is a sin.” 

“T understand. Thank you for your response, 
Ma’am. Your response, along with the hun- 
dreds of other responses we are gathering, will 
be tabulated on an IBM computer and pub- 
lished in a subsequent Consumer's Report maga- 
zine.” 

“Hundreds of others?” 

Nothing. 

He called again that afternoon. I said I knew 
it was him from the way the phone rang. I told 
him I am impetuous. I asked if he was married. 
He said he was. 

“Do you love her?” 

He started thanking me for my response and 
telling me about the IBM computer. I cut him 
off. I said, “Do you know what I did yester- 
day?” 

“No.” 

“I sat with your deodorant for an hour. I told 
you I’m impetuous. I sat watching a soap and 
feeling up your deodorant. My fingers are still 
minty.” : ; 

“Seriously?” 


Enjoy 
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nes.” 

“Are you satisfied?” said The Voice. 

“Do you love your wife?” 

“Thank you for your response—” 

“Does any man love his wife anymore?” 

“Your response will be tabulated—” 

“Not yet, Voice.” 

“Ban roll on?” . 

“Yes. Ban. But tomorrow—” 

“We will use an IBM computer for that 
tabulation. Yes, IBM.” 

“Have you ever committed adultery?” 

“And the results will be published in a 
Consumer's Report magazine.” He clicked 
me off like a bucking bronco. 


It was Friday. I knew there would be no 
calls from The Voice for two days, and that 
tomorrow Mark would have his weekly 
needs. When he started kissing my neck, I 
knew what I would say. I would say, Mark, 
there is more to me than this. I am not 
satisfied. There must be something new. 
There must be something improved. There 
must be more! 

But when Mark came home, he brought 
mea pot of African violets. He said Julinda 
was sleeping at a friend’s house. “It’s just 
you and me, kid,” he’said, grinning above 
his bow tie. I looked into his eyes. I always 
liked his eyes. 

He said, “So you're having an affair with 
the phone?” 

I said, “Not during the weekend. Was 
there something you wanted?” 

“Only if you do.” 

I said, “Are you satisfied with things?” 

“Never,” he said. 

I said, “Will we change?” . 

“Everything changes,” he said, like 
someone who knows. 

“Will we ever be real?” 

- “Oh kiss me now,” he said. “I’m raven- 
ous and desperate.” 

And all the time he was in and over my 
mouth and in and over the rest of me, I was 
sniffing him like a dog. Sniffing him like a 
coonhound in some Godforsaken forest. 
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West Side Story 


by Julie Curtis 


The Sharks and the Jets clash once 
again in the BYU Theatre and Film 
Department’s presentation of West 
Side Story. From the “Jet Song” to 
Maria’s final tragic reprisal of 
“Somewhere,” this production is 
fast-paced and exciting, a very up- 
beat production ‘of Leonard 
Bernstein’s classic musical. 

Of course, with Bernstein’s music 
and Stephen Sondheim’s lyrics, it’s 
hard to go wrong. The orchestra 
under Clyn Barrus is fabulous, as are 
» the cast’s vocal performances. The 
balance and blend between vocalists 
and accompaniment was beautiful; 
the show’s music director must be 
commended. 

The choreography is also out- 
standing. From the first moments, 
the audience feels the musical’s 
strong rhythmsand excitement. The 
dancing gives vivid motion and 
emotion to the show, beautifully 
capturing the spirits of the music, 
characters, and plot. Thecast’s danc- 
ing performance, also excellent, 
draws the audience into West Side 
Story’s tragic intensity. The show is 
definitely alive. 


The intensity of the music and~ 


motion are exciting, yet the opening 
night’s performance seemed rather 
rushed. Perhaps first-night jitters 
led to an overall stiffness in the 
show, because the characters didn’t 
seem altogether natural or comfort- 
able. The show went at a breathless 
pace, a little. too fast for the audi- 
ence—or actors—to feel and absorb 
the powerful emotion of the story. 
An alteration in the musical’s song 
order decreased the naturally build- 
ing intensity of Bernstein’s original 
score, and this also diminished the 
audience’s emotional involvement. 
Because they did not feel the full 
emotion of the characters, they did 
not feel the full impact of the story. 

In spite of these details, this pro- 
duction of West Side Story is overall 
very strong and compelling. The 
show is an elaborate and unforget- 
table musical and theatrical event, 
sure to entertain any observer. 
Regular evening performances of 
West Side Story run through March 
11, as well as a matinee performance 
on March 6 at 4:00 p.m. Tickets are 
available through the Sn is Theatre 
Ticket Office. 
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Announcing 


BYU’s new series of seminars and 
lectures starting next week, which 


will include. 


¢ How to Retain Your Dignity in the Smith Family Living Center 
¢ Prairie Dresses: Let’s try to Remain Objective ¢ 
¢ Big Hair and the Key to Feminine Spirituality 
¢ Grounds Crew Poetry— A Voice of Oppression ¢ 


DONT MISS OUT—THE NEW 
ISSUE OF BYU'S LITERARY 
MAGAZINE, INSCAPE, |S OUT. 
GET YOUR COPY IN 1102JKHB 
FOR ONLY TWO DOLLARS. THIS 
ISSUE FEATURES WORK BY 
LAURA HAMBLIN, CHERRY 
DOUCH, TIM LIU, BRUCE 
PRITCHETT, BRIAN KERSHISNIK( 
AND OTHER LUMINARIES. HELP 
SUPPORT THE ARTS, SHOW YOU 
CARE, WHATEVER EXCUSE 
YOU WANT, HELP THE INSCAP, 

PEOPLE EMPTY THE BOXES AND 
CLEAR THE SHELVES SO THEY 
CAN GET READY TO PUSH THE 
NEXT ISSUE. REMEMBER 
1102JKHB, AND ONLY TWO 
DOLLARS, WHAT A DEAL!!! 


For people who wear clothes 

If we have it, no one else does _ 
Spring Clothes, Spring 
15% off with this ad. 


8371, 800 east provo above kinko’s 375-4752 mon-sat 12.00-8:00 


THERE 
AREN'T ANY 

BAD APPLES IN 
THIS BUNCH ! 


THE GREAT SALT LAKE 


Pick from top Fonte 
such as: a 
MARTIN, TAYLOR, 
YAMAHA, & 
STIKA custom guitars 


Now Accepting Applications for 
Spring / Summer & Fall / Winter 


oy CENTENNIAL Il 374-8441 450N. 1000 E. 
Discount Prices 


ae PARK PLAZA 373-8922 910N. 900 E. 


Also available; 
Lessons, Strings, 
& Accessories 


we CENTENNIAL 374-1700 380N. 1020 E. 


@@ ROMAN GARDENS 373-3454 1060 E. 450N. 


Custom building fine acoustic instruments since 1979 — 


a@@ SPARKS 375-6808 999E. 450N. 


Spaces Available for Winter. B.Y.U. Approved. 


‘ March 8, 1989 CT 


aes 
WRITERS AT WORK NEEDS YOU 


HELP MAKE THE LARGEST WRITING CONFERENCE IN 
NORTH AMERICA HAPPEN THIS SUMMER IN PARK CITY 
- 40 HOURS OF VOLUNTEER TIME ; 
* TWO HOUR ORIENTATION 
* OPTIONAL HALF HOUR MANUSCRIPT CONFERENCE. 
* CONFERENCE SLEEPING PLACE IN PARK CITY 
SUBMIT AN APPLICATION OR INQUIRE: 

WRITERS AT WORK 
PO BOX 1552 
PARK CITY, UT 84060 
(801) 649-2326 


by James Stanger 

I walk to work when the rain 
doesn’t fall. When it does I get on 
the busand listen to the drops on the 
tin roof. Every once in a while the 
bus runs over a puddle in the road, 
and it sounds likeathousand people 
applauding. 

I like to sit in front of an opened 
window where the evening air 
blows cool into my warm, lit up 
house. The heating bills wreak hell 
with my checking account during 
the winter, but it’s worth it, every 
dollar. And when it rains it’s the 
best. I close the window and peer 
out prisms of drops as they splatter 
the pane. I like the sounds. And at 
aninstant! can see myself falling out 
of black skies, sliding to the ground. 

The sky is usually grey where I 
live, the ground always verdant 
green, alive, breathing. The sun 
comes out in the summer and 
parches, but the green remains until 
spring. 

Once I went.away from the valley 
where I was born but that was a bad 
move; I found myself ina desert full 


Has Winter Gotten Your Car Down? 
Perk It Up At 


800 S. University 
374-8881 


Name A Foreign Car...We Can Fix It! 


may 


AGAINST 
SEXUAL 
ASSAULT 


Your New Summer Look, 
Is At Taylor Maid. 
er , 


Perms $19.99 
' with this coupon 
extra for long hair 


*\ 


‘ 
SU 


Haircuts $15.00 
Monday-Thursday 


_ SPONSORED BY: 


BYUSA 
UNIVERSITY POLICE 

SHELTER FOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN 
STUDENT ADVISORY COUNSE! 


0 0 6 BD 6 0 8 


of dry, strange people. They lived in 
heat as I did in the humid valley. It 
was no different to them. And even 
when the sky was grey the wind 
blew stale across the alkali flats, 
making my nose bleed nearly every 
day. 

I moved back to the valley at the 
first chance. It is wet in this valley, 
and fewer people live here now 
since the mills shut down.. It’s al- 
most deserted compared to when I 
was younger, say when I was five, or 
when I graduated from high school. 
The stores are closing for good now, 
the places where I remember my 
friends most clearly are closed now, 
the windows covered with knotted 
boards from the mill’s last sale. 

It won’t rain today. The sunis out 
in full, though the cold still coats the 
evergreens in the winter. Soon it 
will be spring and the times of warm 
rains and walks through puddle- 
pocked streets will come again. 
Then I won't have to go get my car 
cleaned just to feel the warm water 
splash on me and my clothes. 


HOW TO PROTECT 
YOURSELF 


. COMMITTEE TO PROMOTE THE STATUS 
OF WOMEN/RESPONSE 
Weaving $30.00 
\ ‘extra for long hair 
“y 1 
iS 
— \ 
i Provo O S anerork DATE: March 13 - 17 
a eae rem ae TIME & PLACE 
g 125 N. Univ. Ave University Mall 1066 N. Main 
a 375-7928 © 225-9621 798-7051 Mon. March 13 3:00 p.m. Cougar Eats Mezzanine 
z = Tues. March 14 1:00 p.m. Cougar Eats Mezzanine 
eet tet eT oe | ; 
: Wed. March 15 4:00 p.m. Cougar Eats Mezzanine 
Thurs. March 16 11:00 a.m. Cougar Eats Mezzanine 


Fri. March 17 


12:00 p.m. 


Cougar Eats Mezzanine 
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by Suzanne Buck 

Anil Tambwekar lived down the 
street, in a big thick pink house with 
a green tile roof and cracks running 
up the walls outside. It was built on 
a steep hill, with the house above 
and a spidery basement-garage be- 
low. Plants were everywhere—pots 
of lemon grass and herbs on every 
step of the stairway that led up to the 
front door, Boston ferns onthe stereo 
speakers and spider plants in the 
kitchen next to the brass teapot. Mrs. 
Tambwekar used to make mint tea. 
You opened the door and got a 
wonderful rush of tea and oxygen, 
and sometimes a faint scent of san- 
dalwood incense: 

Mrs. Tambwekar was a smiling 
person. There was something 
strange and comforting about her. I 
talked with her a lot, and she made 
tea and sandwiches for lunch when I 
came over, something Anil said she 
only did for her friends. 

Ashok, thirteen, spent most of the 
time in his room reading and rarely 
came out for anything. Arun, 
eleven—my age—was what I 
thought the average boy was like; he 
and my brothers played soccer and 
video games and had nothing to do 
with girls. Their family was what 
my mother calls “animal people”— 
they kept guinea pigs, hamsters, 
doves, rabbits, assorted dogs, a few 
chickens and some friendly, albeit 
extremely lazy, cats. 

Anil was nine, I think. His room 
had a big picture window and kites 
hanging from the ceiling, and was so 
full of books that you had to cleara 
place on his bed to sit down. Anil 
himself was thin and tan, with deep 
brown eyes and dark hair; mostly he 
talked in terms of books and ideas 
from books, or kites if it was kite 
weather. We flew kites a lot, mostly 
in March and April. Every year we 
would scrape up money and go to 
Top Notch Variety on our bikes, and 
spend half an hour deciding which 
kites we couldn’t live without this 
year. 

There was: a little door like a 
dumb-waiter in Anil’s room, 
painted green, that opened to the 
outside, and heand Arun had strung 
a rope down so they could get out in 
the night in case of fire, earthquake, 
nuclear blast or other forms of holo- 
caust. We would sometimes let the 
rope down when we were playing 
Robin Hood and slide down into the 
backyard to look for quarterstaves. 

Anil’s backyard was five acres 
uphill—an ocean of land for Califor- 
nia—with wild oats and mustard 
flowers up to our knees in spring. 
Also a barn, which was not what 
anyone would call sanitary or struc- 
turally sound, but a good place to sit 
and talk, or read. We would lie on 
the floor, kicking into the wind with 


the sun in our eyes, and talk about 
anything. In the fall we ate pome- 
granates, and threw the skins and 
yellowish fibery parts outside. 

“Says here ‘the best kite flyer in the 
whole world is a man named Dinesh 
Bahadur,” I said one day. “Hey, 
look, he owns a kite store in 
Ghirardelli Square.” 

“Really? Lemme see.” 

“See, right here.” | pointed it out. 
“He has flown kites in places that 
were previously thought impossible 
to fly kites in.’ Says he’s even flown 
a kite in the lobby of the Fairmont.” 

Anil whistled in approval. “So 
what else does this book say?” 

“Well, it has tons of diagrams for 
kites in the back. I think we could 
make our own kites this year. Think 
Ill make a box kite with lots of col- 
ors. D’you know, they used to make 
huge box kites and send people up in 
them?” 

“! wonder what that would be 
like, being inside a kite.” 


“Probably not much fun when it 


crashes.” 

Anil laughed and made a quick 
coaxing noise with his tongue 
against his teeth. “Undine,” he 
cooed. 

Undine tooka flying leap up out of 
the mustard flowers, where she had 
been hiding in ambush, and landed 
on Anil’s stomach. He grabbed her 
and she me-yowled in protest. She 
stalked off into the barn, sneezing. 

“You know, I think Id like a piece 
of thesky,” he said lazily, tracing the 
piece out with his finger. “Maybe 
the size of a handkerchief, all blue, 
and I could just carry it around in my 
pocket with me. Maybe it would 
change at nigh: and heave a few stars 
in it.” 

“1 picked out a star once, for BG 
self. The last one in the Big Dipper.” 

“You think anybody else is out 
there?” 

“I think so.” 

“L used to think people turned into 
stars when they died. That's sort of 
what my dad says. Hesays your soul 
keeps going around until you do 
everything right, and then you sort 
of get released and go off and. be- 
come part of the universe. My mom 
fights with him about it a lot. She 
says this is it, so you may as well live 
it right.” 

I stayed out of school for nearly 
two weeks when my father died. It 
was a strange two weeks, and I sup- 
pose I was in shock most of the time, 
because even now all the things that 
happened shuffle in and out of place 
in my mind. But one of the first 
things I remember clearly was visit- 
ing the Tambwekars. Mrs. 
Tambwekar invited me and my 
mother over for lunch, just to talk. 
She supposed—correctly—we 
would need someone to talk to more 


than anything else. People always 
seem to bea little afraid of you when 
someone close to you dies. They 
mutter something apologetic and 
look away as if the whole thing were 
their fault, and the result is that you 
are often alone with all the ideas you 
want to express stifled in your head. 
Mrs. Tambwekar knew this feeling 
very well. 

I stayed very calm, but somehow 
apart, as she took the ring off her 
finger and tried to explain her view 
of life to me with it. 

“You see how your father isn’t 
really gone,” she said quietly. “Part 
of him willalways be here, as long as 
you live and remember him. He 
remains behind in the people he 
knew, in the people who loved him, 
like the facets in a diamond.” 

Inodded and said “thank you” re- 
spectfully, because I had to have 
something to say to her. Then I went 
outside with Anil. 

“You think she’s wrong, don’t 
you?” he said. 

“Well, not exactly wrong, but 
what she said—it was fine, and I 
suppose it was true and everything, 
but she left things out.” 

“Like what?” 

I began to try to explain, and very 
suddenly I wascrying. Ihadn’teven 
felt like crying, but it had just been 
there all of a sudden, and I couldn’t 
escapeit. Part ofit was for my father, 
and part of it was for Mrs. 
Tambwekar and something essen- 
tial that was missing in her after all, 
and part of it I didn’t know what I 
was crying for. Anil sat quietly, 
never embarrassed or uncomfort- 
able, and by saying nothing and let- 
ting me cry he did more good than 
he knew. His acceptance let me 
know that what I was doing was 
right and good, and needed to be 
done. 


“Do you know, I think I figured” 
out why I like you?” he finally said.’ 


“You never talk down. I mean, 
you're older than I am—but even 
Arun talks down to me. I guess he 
thinks I won‘t understand. But you 
treat everybody the same.” 

One of the other things I can re- 
member about that week was my 
grandmother being a little con- 
cerned with me when she came for 
the funeral, because my best friend 
wasn’t, “well, normal for a girl your 
age, honey.” Other people always 
seemed to notice things I didn’t. My 
mom said | just wasn’t terribly ob- 
servant. But they noticed that Anil 
was younger than me, and a boy, 
and dark-complected, and a host of 
other things I never noticed or cared 
about, because nobody had taught 
me that they mattered. Hate, after 
all, is a learned behavior. 
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Theatre Guide 


Pioneer Memorial Theatre, 300 S. 
University, SLC, plays Mon.-Sat:, 8:00 
p.m., Tickets: $8.00-$16.50, 581-6961 
Hale Center Theatre, 2801 South Main, 
SLC; plays Mon., Thurs.-Sat., 8:00 p.m., 
Tickets: Mon. $4.00, Thurs. $5.00, Fri, & 
Sat. $6.00, 484-9257 


Salt Lake Repertory Theatre (City 
Rep), 148 S. Main, SLC, 7:30 p.m., 
Tickets: $4.00-$10.00, 532-6000 
Valley Center Playhouse, Lindon, 780 
N. 200 E.., Fri., Sat. & Mon., 8:00 p.m., 
Tickets: $3.00 w/I.D., 785-2217 
Symphony Hall, 123 W. South Temple, 
SLC, all concerts 8:00 p.m., Tickets: 
$9.00-$27.00, Student $4.00, 533-6407 
Capitol Theatre, 50 W. 200 S., SLC, 
Tickets: 533-6494 ; 

Ballet West, 50 W. 200 S., SLC, Wed.- 
Sat., Mon., 7:30 p.m., Sat. Matinee 2:00 
p.m., Tickets: $9.00-$36.00, 533-5555 
Provo Tabernacle, 50 S. University, 
Provo, 373-3706 


Backstage Dinner Theatre, 65 N. Uni- 
versity Ave., Dinner 6:00 p.m., Theatre 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: $15.00, 377-6905 


The Egyptian Theatre, Main Street, Park 
City, 8:00 p.m., Tickets: $8.00, 649-9371 


RS : : : i. 


_ Wednesday, March 8 

Lecture: 

Honors Module: Norma Davis on “Women andthe 

Arts: The Turn of the Century,” 6:00 p.m., 211 MSRB 

Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, 
~ HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 

Film: 

_ Interational Cinema: 

Lecture on “Cries & Whispers,” 3:15 p.m. 

“Cries & Whispers,” 3;45p.m. 

“Hiroshima, Mon Amour,” 5:30 p.m. 

“Persona,” 7:15.p.m. 

“Mon Oncle d’Amerique,” 8:50 p.m. 


Music: 


Temple Square Concert Series, BYU Chamber 
Orchestra, 7:30 p.m., Assembly Hall 
Student Flute Recital, Kristine Parker, 7:30 p.m., 
Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, Free! 
Another Student Flute Recital! Becky Elston, 9:00 p.m., 
Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC 
_ Dance: Eee 
Children’s Dance Company, 7:30.p.m., 185 RB, 
Tickets available at the door 


Thursday, March 9 


Lecture: 
Honors Module: John F. Hall on “Virgil's Aeneid and 
Augustan Propaganda in Literature and Art,” 6:00 p.m., 
241 MSRB 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, 

___ HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 

. "The Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 


- "The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 


n 


Film: 

International Cinema: 

“Hiroshima, Mon Amour,” 3:15 p.m. 

“Persona,” 5:00 p.m. 

“Mon -Oncle d’Amerique,” 6:35 p.m. 

“Cries & Whispers,” 8:50 p.m. 

Music: 

Steven Bach Jazz Concert, 7:30 p.m., ELWC Memorial 
Lounge, $3.00 

Faculty Clarinet Recital, David Randall, 7:30 p.m., 
Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, Free! 

“The Desoto's"Jive band at Ivy Tower, 9:00-12:00, $3 
Dance: 

Children’s Dance Company, 7:30 p.m., 185 RB, 
Tickets available at the door 


Friday, March 10 

Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, 
HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 w/l.D., 378-7447 

“Man of La Mancha,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 6:00 
“The Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 
“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 
“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 
8:00 p.m. 

“On the Twentieth Century,” City Rep, 7:30 p.m. 
Film: 

international Cinema: 

“Persona,” 3:15 p.m. 

“Cries & Whispers,” 4:50 & 8:50 p.m. 

“Mon Oncle d’Amerique,” 6:35 p.m. 

Film Society, 214 Crabtree Tech. Bldg. 

“Dodsworth” 

7:00 & 9:30 p.m., $1.00 w/I.D. 


Music: 

Temple Square Concert Series, U of U Wind 
Symphony, 7:30 p.m., Assembly Hall 

Brian Cole, guest percussion, 7:30 p.m., Madsen 
Recital Hall, HFAC, Free! 

“Shattered Image,” Backstage, 10:00 - 1:00 a.m. 
Dance: 

Children's Dance Company, 7:30 p.m., 185 RB, 
Tickets available at the door 


Saturday, March 11 


Theatre: 

“West Side Story,” 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert Hall, 
HFAC, Tickets: $4.00 wil.D., 378-7447 

“Man of La Mancha,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 6:00 
“On the Twentieth Century,” City Rep, 7:30 p.m. 


~ “The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 


“The Mystery of Edwin Drood,” Egyptian Theatre, 8:00 
“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 


8:00 p.m, 


Film: 

International Cinema: 

“Hiroshima, Mon Amour,” 3:00 p.m. 

“Mon Oncle d’Amerique,” 4:45 & 8:45 p.m. 

“Cries & Whispers,” 7:00 p.m. 

Film Society, 214 Crabtree Tech. Bldg. 

“Dodsworth” 

7:00 & 9:30 p.m., $1.00 w/I.D. 

Music: 

“The Chieftains,” Utah Symphony, 8:00 p.m, 

Temple Square Concert Series, Douglas Humpherys, 
piano, 7:30 p.m., Assembly Hall 

Student Piano Recitals, Tracey Bradshaw, 7:30 p.m., 


Keiko Yano, 9:00 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, % 


Free! 
“Shattered Image,” Backstage, 10:00 - 1:00 a.m. 


I aati 
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Monday, March 13 

Theatre: 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 
“On the Twentieth Century,” City Rep, 7:30 p.m. 


“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 


8:00 p.m. 

Music: 

Modern Night at Ivy Tower, FHE groups $10.00 w/ 
cupon, page 5 

Culture: 


Mexican-American FHE, all you can eat Mexican food 
and games, 396 ELWC, 5:00-7:00 p.m. Tickets: 375- 


3151 


Tuesday, March 14 

Devotional: 

President Howard W. Hunter, 11:00 a.m., Marriott 
Center 


Lecture: 

Honors Module: Terry M. Butler on “Mann’s Death in 
Venice and Nietzsche's Birth of Tragedy,” 241 MSRB, 
6:00 p.m. 

Professor Richard and Mrs. Karen Heckman on the 
abuse of human rights in Peru, sponsored by the BYU 
Human Rights Club, 7:00 p.m., 1081 HKHB 


Music: 

Men's & Women's Chorus, 7:30 p.m., de Jong Concert 
Hall, HFAC, Tickets: $2.00 w/l.D., 378-7444 

Deseret String Quartet, 7:30 p.m., Madsen Recital 


Hall, HFAC, Free! 


Birthday: 


cs 20th Birthday Melissa Bredt! 


Wednesday, March 15 


Lecture: 

Honors Module: Michelle Stott on “Mahler's Kinder- 
totenlieder and the Poetic Passage into Life in Turn-of- 
the-Century Vienna,” 211 MSRB, 6:00 p.m. 
Theatre: 

“Inherit the Wind,” Pioneer Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

Jazz Ensemble & Dixieland Band, 7:30 p.m., Madsen 


Recital Hall, HFAC, Free! 
Temple Square Concert Series, Roger Drinkall, cello, 


- with Dian Baker, piano, 7:30 p.m., Asembly Hall 


Thursday, March 16 
Lecture: 


~ Honors Module: Chad Flake on “Aldus Manutius, The 


Life of a Scholar-Printer,” 4040 HBLL (Special 
Collections Room), 6:00 p.m. 

Theatre: 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 
“Stepping Out,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/l.D., 378-7447 

“Inherit the Wind,” Pioneer Theatre, 8:00:p.m. 

“On the Twentieth Century,” City Rep, 7:30 p.m. 
Music: 

Utah Symphony with tenor Gary Bachlund, de Jong 
Concert Hall, HFAC, 7:30 p.m. Tickets: $6.00 w/I.D., 


378-7444 
Student Recitals: Kevin Olson, Piano, 7:30 p.m., Jill 


Plumb, Cello, 9:00 p.m., Madsen Recital Hall, Free! 


Dance: 
Dancensemble Showcase, 185 RB,.7:30 p.m., Tickets 
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available at the door, or 378-5086 


Friday, March 17 

Theatre: 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 
“Stepping Out,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/I.D., 378-7447 

“On the Twentieth Century,” City Rep, 7:30 p.m. 
“Inherit the Wind,” Pioneer Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 
8:00 p.m. 

Film: 

Film Society, 214 Crabtree Tech. Bldg. 

“Two Weeks” 

7:00 & 9:30 p.m., $1.00 w/l.D. 

Music: 

Utah Symphony, Britten & Wagner, 8:00 p.m. 

Temple Square Concert Series, Salt Lake Symphony, 
7:30 p.m., Assembly Hall - 

Student Piano Recital, Jill Gould, 6:00 p.m., Madsen 
Recital Hall 

Concert Choir, de Jong Concert Hall, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., 
Tickets: $3.00 w/I.D., 378-7444 

Faculty Piano Trio, Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Free! 

Dance: 

Ballroom Dance Company in Concert, Marriott Center, 
7:30 p.m., Tickets: 378-2981 

Dancensemble Showcase, 185 RB, 7:30 p.m., Tickets 
available at the door, or 378-5086 

Culture (Irish, of course): 

Happy St. Patrick's Day!!! 

Deck yourselves out in green and flaunt your Irish 
blood! Favorite Festivities: try some corn beef and 
cabbage, Irish stew, learn the words to “O Danny Boy” 
and tell stories about-‘the homeland’ (doesn’t matter if 
you've never been there) read some James Joyce, or 


simply rent “Darby O'Gill and the Little People”! 


Saturday, March 18 


Theatre: - : 

“The Hasty Heart,” Hale Center Theater, 8:00 p.m. 
“On the Twentieth Century,” City Rep, 7:30 p.m. 
“Inherit the Wind,” Pioneer Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“Stepping Out,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: $4.00 w/l.D., 378-7447 

“Petticoats and Pettifoggers,” Valley Center Playhouse, 
8:00 p.m. 

Film: 

Film Society, 214 Crabtree Tech. Bldg. 

“Two Weeks” 

7:00 & 9:30 p.m., $1.00 w/i.D. 

Music: 

Utah Symphony, Britten & Wagner, 8:00 p.m. 

Temple Square Concert Series, Salt Lake Symphony, 
7:30 p.m., Assembly Hall 


Dance: 
Ballroom Dance Company in Concert, Marriott Center, 


7:30 p.m., Tickets: 378-2981 


Dont Miss 
These Films 


Scera Theater: 

745 S. State Orem 225-2560 

March 8 er 9, $4.00: 

“Jean de Florette,” 7:00 p.m. 
“Manon of the Spring,” 9:15 p.m. 
Blue Mouse Theater: 

260 E. 100 S. 364-3471 

March 8-14: 

“Wings of Desire,” 5:30 & 8:00 p.m. 
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ees, in some instances making sub- 
stantial adjustments. Oakes also es- 
tablished the Advisory Committee 
on Women’s Affairs which, among 
other things, investigated discrimi- 
nation complaints and examined 
textbooks for sexist biases. 

In 1975 Oakes increased efforts to 
address the concerns of faculty 
women with the appointment of Dr. 
Marilyn Arnold as a presidential 
assistant over women’s issues. Ar- 
nold declined to be interviewed by 
Student Review, However, Brigham 
Young University: A House of Faith 
states Arnold “condemned sexist 
sentiments in religion texts; backed 
the creation of classes concentrating 
on the accomplishments of women; 
encouraged the appointment of sev- 
eral women to administrative posi- 
tions; and helped arrange for the 
singing of the national anthem at 
athletic events by women.” Arnold 
is currently serving as Dean of 
Graduate Studies. 

In addition to Arnold's appoint- 
ment, Oakes sought to establish sev- 
eral centers where womens’ con- 
cerns could be addressed and stud- 
ied. In 1978 the Women’s Research 
Institute was organized with Ida 
Smith as the founding director. One 
of its main goals was to stimulate 
interest in female students in sci- 
ence-related careers. Furthermore, 
Oakes sought to open up tradition- 
ally male occupations, such as 
religion faculty and security officers, 
to women. Under Oakes the Univer- 
sity also appointed a full-time Equal 
Employment Opportunity officer in 
1972. This position is currently held 
by Myrna Pratt, who told Student 
Review that BYU has an affirmative 
action, but no specific quotas be- 
cause of the University's legal right 
to prefer LDS employees. She says 
that her office receives only a “sprin- 
kling of complaints.” 

It is clear that progressive efforts 
to advance the status of women at 
BYU have continued under the ad- 
ministration of President Holland. 
Robert Webb, Assistant Academic 
Vice President, says it is fair to say 
that the Holland Administration 
views the equal treatment of women 
much more as a moral, Christian 
issue than merely a legal one. Webb 
maintains that there has been much 
progress in equalizing salaries, 
moving competent women into 


administrative positions and open-° 


ing uptraditional male disciplinesto 
women. Citing that there are few 


- complaints of discrimination, he 


says, “I would like to think it is be- 
cause of increased sensitivity, but it 
is hard to tell.” He says that one of 
his special responsibilities is to 
monitor the rank advancements and 
salary levels of women to insure 
against any possible injustice. 

But those dealing with women’s 
issues at BYU are concerned with 
more than salary and rank. There is 
a widespread concern that female 
students have strong role models at 
the University. Dr. Eloise Bell of the 
English Department, an outspoken 
Utah feminist, gave one of the 
University’s centennial speeches in 
1975 entitled “The Implications of 
Feminism for BYU.” Therin,she 


stated that the female student 
“ought to see women in positions of 
authority, in positions of success, in 
positions of achievement, and she 
ought to get the message, indirectly 
as well as directly, that there are op- 
portunities for women and there are 
many options open.” Bell also de- 
clined to be interviewed. 

Similar sentiments are voiced by 
Ida Smith, past director of the 
Women’s Research Institute. She is 
particularly concerned with the lack 
of role models for women in the sci- 
ences, where the faculty are almost 
exclusively male. She maintains that 
this is because competent, LDS 
women in the sciences are so diffi- 
cult to find. Sheis also very troubled 
that female students are sometimes 
discouraged form entering some 
fields or feel that they have to hide 
competencies in order to date, or for 
any other reason. 

It is important to remember, how- 
ever, that in some areas, BYU’s con- 
cern for women’s issues far sur- 
passes that found at other universi- 
ties. Consider the case of Dr. Valerie 
Hudson, whoisa single mother with 
two young children in her second 
year as a faculty member in the Po- 
litical Science Department. She says 
that the department has bent over 
backwards in accomodating her 
needs (though she has heard rumors 
that other departments are not so 
accommodating). The department 
has hooked up by modem a dummy 
computer terminal in her home and 
have taken special efforts to insure 
that she can juggle her schedule at 
home with the demands of her job, 
She contrasts this effort to the atti- 
tude at other universities where she 
has taught. She says that elsewhere 
women are routinely advised not to 
get pregnant until they are granted 
tenure. Untenured women who 
have children, claims Hudson, are 
considered “unprofessional” at 
many universities, while at BYU 
they are encouraged and supported. 

In spite of significant progress, 
there are still charges of discrimina- 
tion at BYU. Since the hiring and 
employment of BYU faculty and em- 
ployees is so decentralized (encom- 
passing dozens of academic and 
administrative departments), there 
will always be possibilities of dis- 
crimination. But there still remains 
some institutionalized forms of dis- 
crimination. E 

Interestingly, one of the most bla- 
tant forms of sex discrimination, 
which has yet to be tested in the 
courts, is practiced against men, 
though it indirectly affects women. 
This is the general rule at BYU of not 
granting continuing status (the BYU 
equivalent of tenure) to single men, 
while marital status is not an issue 
for women. One campus adminis- 
trator put it this way,”It is impos- 
sible to pin the administration down 
on what the official policy is because 
there is nothing written down, but 
everyone knows what it is. The 
chances of a single LDS male being 
granted continuing status is virtu- 
ally non-existent. One of these days 
BYU is going to beslapped witha big 
lawsuit, and I hope we lose.” 

Webb maintains that there is no 


THERE 


written policy, but he says there 
have been communications from the 
Board of Trustees that faculty mem- 
bers are expected to exemplify the 
ideals of marriage and family. But 
he points out that there are single 
men who have been granted con- 
tinuing status and cited one example 
of a man who had shown a “good 
faith effort” to get married and had 
demonstrated superb performance 
as a faculty member, so the require- 
ment was waived. 

This policy waged against single 
men, and past policies against hiring 
women and single mothers are re- 
flective of a much larger issue: 
BYU’s desire to insure that those 
who are employed in the faculty live 
according with gospel principles. 
As attitudes toward sexual roles 
change within the Church and 
within society, there are bound to be 
future changes in policies. And 
civen thesizeof BYU andthe myriad 
different interpretations of how 
these gospel principles should be 
applied in private lives, there is 
bound to be continued conflict. 


The author wishes to thank those who 
consented tointerviews ana ‘sary 
Bergeraand Ronald Priddis, the authors 
of Brigham Young University: A 
House of Faith. Thanks is due both for 
writing such a wonderful and carefully 
documented book , which was the pri- 
mary source for this article, and for their 
generous personal help in providing 
documentation and research materials. 


March 8, 1989 


University Honors Program 
Modules in Literature and 
the Arts 


Presents 


Terry M. Butler on: Mann's Death in Venice and 
Nietzsche's Birth of Tragedy. Tuesday, 14, 21, 28, 
March, and 4 April 241 MSRB 


Michelle Stott on: Mahler's Kindertotenlieder and 
the Poetic Passage into Life in 
Turn-of-the-Century Vienna. Wednesday, 15, 22, 
29, March, and 5 April. 211 MSRB 


Chad Flake on: Aldus Manutius, The Life of a 
Scholar-Printer. A discussion on the history of — 
books. Thursday, 16, 23, 30, and 6 April. 
4040 HBLL (Special Collections room) — 


All modules from 6-7:00 P.M. 


Keeping in touch through time. 
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Quartz 
Wrist watches 


AUTHENTIC SOVIET 
Watches from the 


USSR 


Order yourself a 
unique timepiece ~- 
alternative. 


Silver cased, light 


face, 


Russian lettered 


watches. 


Orders must be postmarked by Wed. March 15, 1989. 


Quartz wrist watch: 
(Qty) X $29.95 

Pocket watch: 
(Qty) X $29.95 

Shipping & Handling 


TOTAL 


Allow 4 weeks for delivery. 


Nielsons Inc. 
P.O. Box 1071 : 
Provo, UT 84603 


Mail check & order form to: 


(please print) 


Name 
Street 
City 


Apt.#___ 


. 
. 


